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Standalone (?) 


Author's Notes: 
One of my first fanfics ever. TW: Contains a fictional reference to child abuse, and religious discussion that 


might offend. | was a kid then in my own terms though, I\'m not attempting to present any profound truth in 
this work. 


"Wouldn't it be nice now if there were fireworks.. And everything would smell like popcorn, instead of this?" 


| find Pete's sense of humour too challenging for me, sometimes. | remove my eyes from the shoreline, looking 


over Pete's shoulder - and see him give the most idiotic smile I've ever seen. 
"Yeah, | s'pose.." - 


| cut myself off and catch Pete looking at me with begging eyes. He just wanted to please me. Big deal, the end 
of the world could've happened 500 times in succession by now, and it wouldn't have mattered to me. This is 
what happens after too much banging and clatter's been made of it. | don't feel like l'm a part of what's 
happening, and that's already a relief to me. 


The position we're in is actually sort of alright, I'm lying on my stomach just a step away from the sea and it 
soothes me, from here | don't think too much about the apocalypse, today of all days | wanted to get away 


from it.. He's rubbing my back now and | untense completely, dropping face down and chewing on my thumb. 


We didn't really plan what we'd do when it all starts burning, would it be juvenile to say we just went out when 
began? If Pete hadn't asked me what we wanted to do tonight, we would've stayed home and talked, as we do, 


and maybe we would've opened the window for the ‘Fireworks display’, or watched a film instead. 


It didn't really happen like we'd thought it would when we discussed it before occasionally, but I've learnt you 
can't really make plans for moments like this - and even if you did, it wouldn't turn out exactly like you wanted 


it to be. 


‘It's hot out here; | think to myself, and Pete's taking his time with me and | smoulder more and more with 


each second gone by - just like always when we fuck, or maybe even better. 


We're both probably making a mental note of anyone that's ever got in our way and will never get to us again, 
and all sorts of personal moral issues that have suddenly lost their potence. Its making our passions more 
open and honest and thrilling this time. 


When | was a young boy, | thought ‘sinner’ was the umbrella term for all the people who miss Church on 
Sunday.. And all the ones that stay awake past their bedtimes, and that if you're a Priest you've a working 
arrangement that gives you lots of power and keeps you safe, even if you did something wrong, and you didn't 
need to worry about losing that power over people. Well, maybe | WAS right, in regards to those who abuse 
their power and get to keep their place. 


| wonder where he is now, the pastor from my childhood years, who'd tell me things and | would listen and 
remember every word. It's interesting where he'd planned to drive off to on this day, and would it matter at 


all, because this is the time everyone goes down the path their lives led them to. 


| think the higher form of intelligence - which | refuse to define within the boundries of my own mind - moved 
all the ones who were running from the apocalypse into a great big traffic circle and left them there, and 


eventually they'll drive right out into the heart of the inferno. 


Those who are still here were left here simply because they had nothing to run from anymore, and that's 


what seperates ‘us' from ‘them’. 


The fact l'm still thinking in terms of reward and punishment proves that they've got me good, | hear myself 


say in a flat voice, and | ignore it because words are meaningless. 


I's weird, anyway, that I've thought about all that, because ever since he laid hands on me - that's when my 
insomnia probably started and I'd stay up whole nights thinking about the end of all things - which never 


happened, or should | say, got away from me. I'd probably scared it off - after | used to stalk it and stare it 
in the eye all night long. 


